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men in khaki, many bearing medals on their breasts for most of
them are veterans of many fights. A few are very old and one is
blind. Opposite them are the civil officials, the local landowners
and others—Indians all—in long dark coats and white trousers
that fit tightly below the knee. Their voluminous turbans of
white muslin are fantastically folded and the starched ends, like
delicate transparent fans, spread high above the rest. A dozen,
perhaps, wear the dress of the past—long coats of soft cashmere
or rich brocade.
Suddenly a word of command breaks the silence. The band
plays " God Save the King " and the assembly rises to its feet.
At a slow walk, preceded by the Commissioner of the District,
the local officials and his own aides-de-camp, the Governor
enters, passes to the throne and takes his seat. The Com-
missioner, an Englishman in uniform, declares the Durbar open.
Presentations are made. The old soldiers salute, approach—
half-drawing their swords, the hilt of which the Governor touches
—and retire. Each of the civilians offers on a white handker-
chief a gold mohur, an old Indian coin, as tribute, which his
Excellency, by touching, accepts and returns. The leader of
every group reads a loyal address, a process that takes long
and two hours have nearly elapsed before the Governor
replies.
With admirable delivery he reads his speech. He tells the
history of the bad years that led to famine, until 58,000 people
of the district were daily employed on relief works. He tells of
the duties and the responsibilities of the local officials ; of the
generosity of the Government ; of the sacrifice of the local
landowners in money and in kind ; of the arduous labour of
volunteers ; of the coming of the monsoon and of the welcome
rain and the end of anxiety, if not of want.
Then one by one they approach and receive their honours,
their " sanads," their silver watches, their little purses of
money, or their certificates. They are all Indians, civil officials,
landlords, doctors, engineers and even labourers. The rest
are the old soldiers with set faces and loyalty stamped on every
feature.
At the garden party in the afternoon there is an air of pleasant
good will. Gurgaon is administered by Indian officials. There
is but one Englishman, who commands the police, and this town
and district of the Punjab has never caused one moment of
anxiety to the Government. The English at this Durbar did not

